fathers at your door, with a rhapsody of who and who were
bishops here or there, ye may take off their packsaddles,
their day's work is done, and episcopacy, as they think,
stoutly vindicated.

MILTON (from The Reason of Church Government)

Oct. 31, 1779.
MY DEAR FRIEND,
I wrote my last letter merely to inform you that I had
nothing to say, in answer to which you have said nothing.
I admire the propriety of your conduct though I am a
loser by it. I will endeavour to say something now, and
shall hope for something in return.
I have been well entertained with Johnson's biography,
for which I thank you: with one exception, and that a
swingeing one, I think he has acquitted himself with his
usual good sense and sufficiency. His treatment of Milton
is unmerciful to the last degree. He has belaboured that
great poet's character with the most industrious cruelty.
As a man, he has hardly left him the shadow of one good
quality. Churlishness in his private life, and a rancorous
hatred of everything royal in his public, are the two
colours with which he has smeared all the canvas. If he
had any virtues, they are not to be found in the Doaor's
picture of him, and it is well for Milton, that some
sourness in his temper is the only vice with which his
memory has been charged; it is evident enough that if
his biographer could have discovered more, he would not
have spared him. As a poet, he has treated him with sev-
erity enough, and has plucked one or two of the most
beautiful feathers out of his Muse's wing, and trampled
them under his great foot. He has passed sentence of
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